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one of the pillars. The cool darkness rocked round him,
In the garden, just by the broken statue of the boy and
the two fishes, he was violently sick.

NEARLY all Nathaniel Street was in darkness when he
returned there that night. At No. 5 they were still up,
and he could hear them singing; a rum lot, at No. 5.
Across the street there was a light or two and a gramo-
phone going somewhere. But that was all. No. 9 was in
complete darkness; obviously they had all gone to bed,
Edgar too, for when Edgar was out, Mrs. Pelumpton
always left a light in the hall for him, a courtesy she
did not extend to her two lodgers, Park and Turgis, If
they were so late, they had to grope. Very quietly,
slowly and painfully, for he had walked all the way from
Maida Vale, partly because he wanted to arrive late and
so avoid any questions, and was tired out, aching all
over, Turgis crawled upstairs to his room at the top.
There he lit the tiny gas-mantle, and then sat down 'on
his bed, resting his head in his hands.

All his face felt stiff. Laboriously, he removed his
soaking shoes, and was not surprised to find that his
socks were wet. He put a match to the little gas-fire,
which exploded with a startling bang in that stillness.

He did not take his socks off, but held out in turn the
sole of each foot towards the gas-fire and watched it
steam. He had no slippers; he was always meaning to
buy some, but never did. He stared at his reflection,
holding the cracked little mirror in the wooden frame
near the gas-light. There was a bruise on the ridge of